The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Promife-eram’d , you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King- 1 have nothing with this anfwer Hamlet , 

Thefe words are not mine. 

Haw. No, nor mine now my Lord. 

You plai’d once in theUniverfity you fay. 

Pol- That didlmy Lord, and was accounted a good A&or 
Ham. What did you enaft? 

Pol. I did enaft Julius C4 ar > 1 was kill’d i’th Capitoll, 

Prut tu kill’d me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill lo capitall a calfethere. 
Be the Players ready ? 

Rof. I my Lord, they flay Upon your patience. 

Cjer. Come hither my deare Hamlet , fit by me. 

Ham. No good mother, here’s metall more attraftive. 

Pol. O ho, doe you marke that ? 

Ham. Lady, (ball I lye in your lap ? 

Ophel. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrey matters ? 

Ophel. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a faire thought to lye between maids legs. 
Ophel. What is my Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Ophel. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 

Ophel. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God! your onely Jig- maker, what Ibould a man doe 
but be merry: for lookeyouhow cheerfully my mother lookes, 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Ophel. Nay, ’cis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long ! nay then let the diveil weare black, for He nave 
a fute of fables :0 heavens /dye two months agoe, and not for- 
gotten yet ! then there’s hope a great mans memory may out-live 
his life halfe a yeere ; but berLady a rnuft build Churches then, or 
elfe fhall a fuffer not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe, whole t- 

pitaphis,forO,forO,theHobby-horfeisfor| 0 t. 

The Trumpets found. Dumbe fhcrv follows. 

Enter a Kinganda 

her, he takfs her up, and de times hts head upon her necke, 



fPrlnct of Denmarke. 

' C, T‘niZrl- 

him • anon r t L, Peepers eares, and leaves him ■ the Queenr 
uHrtsP°*f on,n , T J. j ma hes paffionate a£lton>thepotfoner 
iZesMes the Ksng dead, makes ipajio tg cgndole „ it h her , 

VwWhatmeanes^ismylotd^ irchi( . fe . 

We foall know by this fellow, & 

ThePlavers cannot keepe,they 11 tell all. 
n*kel Will a tell us what this fhew meant . _ , , 

K'orany (hewrhat yoawill (hew him.be not youafltamd 

, otow.hee’U«lham= to tenyonwhaut meaner 

Ophel. You are naught , you are naught, lie marke t y 

Prologue. For us and for our Tragedy, 

Here Hooping to your clemency , 

We beege your hearing patiently. . . 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the polie ofa ring • 

Ophel. ’Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham. As womans love. 

Enter King an u Qtseene • 

King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus Cart gone round 
Nepunes faltwalh, and Tellus orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dozen Moones with borrowed fbeene 
AKnnr t wnrIH have twelve times thirty been. 


Now 
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